KABLOONA
tobacco tin, change the position of garments hanging on the
drying rack above the lamp. I had by now become so old-
maidenly that nothing in the world could have persuaded me
(O Gibson!) to alter the disposition of these objects. I had be-
come the bourgeois of the igloo — and it is a fact that one may
be a bourgeois here as easily as in Angers. I had grown as
maniacal as a Paris concierge, except that here the snow-knife
took the place of the broom and our floor was the frozen sea.
Once everything was in shape, I took my seat in the middle of
the iglerk with the identical smug satisfaction of a concierge in
her lodge, her latch-string on her right, stove on her left, and
cat on her knees. And, like her, I listened to the droning of the
water in the kettle while my candle stood alight on the sugar-
box.
This was comfort! On the other hand, once you were asleep
everything changed. In the course of preparation, what with
the lighted lamp and the heat generated by activity and your
native supper, the igloo had warmed up considerably and it was
no hardship to strip off a few clothes and slip into your sleeping-
bag. But when the lamp was out, the temperature dropped.
Gone was all the cosiness of the concierge's lodge. We would lie
in our bags like corpses while the Arctic spread over us its
mantle of ice and in our sleep we moaned like children. I was
not yet an Eskimo, and sleep continued to elude me. My bag
would crack as I stirred, for it was a block of ice. Ice filled my
hair, and it covered my face for the reason that my breath froze
the instant it left my lips. And when, in despair, I let myself all
the way down into the sleeping-bag, I stifled and had to come
up again for air.
It was like this night after night, and when you awoke in the
morning the igloo was filled with a grey mist through which it
was hard to see. You were a long time making up your mind
to stir. The evening before, everything had been so disposed as
to demand the least effort from you; in the morning^ even to
bring up your arm out of the bag and get the Primus stove
going was torture.
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